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Another short silly submission Not super familiar with writing the individuals in the bands but here we are. 


A flute bobbed in the reeds poking up out of the water like a periscope. "I still see you fucker!" a voice 
threatened, and the flute sunk down again, air bubbles popping up just below the surface. 


"I just don't see why you had to do this in my koi pond," Keith sighed, having watched this back and forth for 
an hour now standing on his lawn in a bathrobe. Not how he planned to spend his Sunday morning but after a 
raucous night of drinking and altercation with the locale, the Steely Dan hive mind chased said characters onto 
his property where they finally had them cornered. As Becker hoisted a rock and chucked it at the pond it 

skipped across the water once and sank with a gurgle, narrowly missing the bubbler below. "Can't we just talk 


this over, lm sure it was just some kind of misunderstanding. I'll put on a pot of tea." 


After a few moments the bubbles petered out and a man came thrashing out of the water. "Chrissakes I'm 
dying in there!" lan gasped, long red hair covering his face like a curtain of seaweed as he lurched out of the 


water onto dry land. 


"That's the point! Get back in there!" Jeff shouted again brandishing an empty bottle by the neck but at this 
point the man was too tired to bother anymore, rolling onto his back in the grass and panting, hand across his 


chest. 


"You've.. won.. chased me from the pub out the town and all through bloody hill and dale, what do you want 


from me?" 
"Your. Gold-" 


"My what, my gold!?" he sat up baffled by the request, "You want money- Do you think l'm a fucking 
leprechaunl?! | ‘aven't got any fucking gold" And the two men began tussling again, tumbling backwards as 
Walter dragged lan back into the lake, scaring the fish away. 


Fagen watched from the reedy shoreline unphased, sitting out his high to the panorama before him as dew 
gathered on the grass. By now the rest of the Tull crowd had dispersed save for their primary aggravator 
who'd started all that trouble back in the bar and before they knew it late in the evening became early 
morning. They'd wheeled him round a field til they came unto a pond and made a solemn oath that this uppity 
fucker must die. Of course, at 4 am it was all in good fun, but by now everyone was tired and tormenting 


strangers wasn't quite as much fun anymore. 


Jim gave lan a kick in the side to which he simply rolled over, too weak to fight or simply bored. Emerson tried 
for diplomacy again cautiously stepping towards the pond, wondering whether he should go back inside and call 
the police or return with his knife before he decided to press trespassing charges on this group of disorderly 
inebriated Americans (it did not work the other way around, we invade youl). "Alright lads I'll give you one last 
chance, let him go or | won't be so patient with you- do you think | appreciate being woken up at 6 am to find 


yet another second rate rock group hounding my door? l'm giving you to the count of ten" 
“Second rate?" 
"Rock group?" 


Perhaps, they had lost interest in toying with their prey, but that didn't mean the festivities had to end 
there- plenty of fish in the sea, or the pond. What was another? 


